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‘6 [* really appears that I spread myself a little too prema- 
turely on that Thanksgiving proclamation. I take it all 


back.” —Butler. 
* * 


R. TOOTER WILLIAMS was late at the meeting of the Thomp- 

son Street Poker Club, Saturday evening ; but as he had 

Elder Boss DICKERSON in tow, the secretary remitted the usual 

fine. It was confidentially learned that the Elder had just re- 

ceived $17.50 on an extensive kalsomining contract, and was 

probably good for as much more, and as Mr. WILLIAMS had 

already played with the deck of cards now upon the table, and 

Mr. RUBE JACKSON had consented for a small percentage not to 

play, but to sit in a sociable way behind the Elder's chair, the 
game promised to be one of extraordinary interest. 

Having been introduced to the Rev. Mr. THANKFUL SMITH, 
Mr. Gus JOHNSON, and Professor BRICK, the Elder shucked off 
his ulster, produced a corpulent wallet, purchased $1.79 worth of 
blues and reds, and opened up the game with an expression of 
determination and a thumping blind, which made the excitable 
Mr. JOHNsON’S eyes stand out like those of an apoplectic crab. 
Seven hands were played, and as Mr. JACKSON, who sat behind the 
Elder, had evidently forgotten the code of signals to the extent that 
he winked with his right eye when he should have winked with his 
left, Mr. WILLIAMS was already out ninety-seven cents, and was 
correspondingly mad. 

At last, however, Mr. JACKSON was made aware of his error 
by a searching kick delivered beneath the table, and a new deck, 
which had been thoughtfully placed on ice by the Rev. Mr. 
SMITH before the company assembled, was produced. It was 
Mr. JoHNSON’S deal, and the Elder’s blind. 

Everybody came in. 

The Elder raised the blind 65 cents, 

The decisive moment had come, 

**T rise dat rise a dollah,” said the Rev. THANKFUL SMITH, 
with the calmness of one who expects to fill a bobtail. 

**T sees yo’ dat, and I liff yo’ a dollah mo’,” ventured Mr. 
WILLIAMS. 

**I calls,” said the Elder. 

Mr. SMITH also called, and the three proceeded to draw cards. 
Mr. WILLIAMS wanted two cards; the Rev. Mr. SMITH guessed 
he’d take one, and the Elder concluded to play what he had. 

Mr. SMITH led out with a two dollar stack. Mr. WILLIAMS 
slowly pulled out a corpulent wallet, fixed a belligerent glare ap- 
parently on Mr. SMITH, banged the wallet heavily on the middle 
of the table, and said impressively : 

‘* IT goes yo’ dat two, an’ six dollahs rise.” 

“T rise yo’ six,” said the Elder, but without putting up chips. 
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The Rev. Mr. SMITH dropped out. Mr. WILLIAMs pointed to 
the wallet and said : 

‘*T goes yo’ six mo’.”” : 

The Elder raised one foot, and placed it neatly on top of Mr. 
WILLIAMS’ wallet, and said: 

“T rises dat ten.” 

‘* Whar’s de money ?” inquired Mr. WILLIAMS, with a polite 
smile. 

‘“Whar’s yo’ money ?” retorted the Elder, as sweetly. 

Mr. WILLIAMS pointed to the wallet underneath the Elder’s 
heel. 

‘*Dat’s all right, den,” said the Elder: ‘‘I’se got jess as 
much leather on dis yar table as yo’ has.” 

‘© Whad yo’ mean by dat ?” asked Mr. WILLIAMs. 

‘* Put up er shet,” said the Elder. 

Mr. WILLIAMS drove his knife through his cards, pinning them 
to the table, and called out the Rev. Mr. SMITH for a consulta- 
tion. The Elder thoughtfully whistled a tune, drew a razor, and 
seemed to be trying its edge on the surface of his bottom card. 
Mr. JACKSON watched Mr. WILLIAMs’ hand to see that nothing 
got away, and Mr. JOHNSON kept his eye on the pack. 

Mr. WILLIAMS returned triumphantly, and counted out thirty 
dollars, which he had evidently borrowed from Mr. SMITH. 

**T calls,” he said. 

The Elder put up his razor, shook $29 out of the wallet, made 
up a dollar more with mutilated coin, sothe pennies and a postage 
stamp, and said briefly : 

‘* Whad yo’ got ?” 

“Fo’ kings,” said Mr. WILLIAMS with a deadly gleam in his eye. 

‘* Not good,” said the Elder. 

e Ware ?” faltered Mr. WILLIAMS. 

‘Fo’ aces.” With this the Elder showed four aces swept the 
" pot into his hat and left the room. The five sat dazed, 

‘*T done guv him three aces an’ two trays, sho,” said Mr. 
JOHNSON, 

‘*T put dat han’ up mysif,” asseverated Mr. SmitTH, bewildered. 

‘*T seed bofe dem trays in he hand,” observed Mr. JACKSON. 

Mr. WILLIAMS said nothing, but silently examined the Elder’s 
hand, Finally he inquired hoarsely: 

‘* Did he hev a razzer?”’ 

“* Yezzah,” said Mr. JACKSON ; “ he done play with he razzer de 
whole time yo’ was outen de room.” 

Mr. WILLIAMS rose with a withering look, and put on his coat. 

‘* Whad’s de madder, Toot ?” inquired Mr. SMITH; How yo’ 
splain hit?” 

Mr. WILLIAMs pointed to the ace of diamonds, lately in the 
Elder’s hand. ‘‘ Gin any niggah de tray er diamonds an’ a razzer 
an’ tree aces, and whad kin fo’ kings do? Gwuffum heah. He 
done played me outen thirty dollahs on er scraped tray. Dad 's 
what makes me ’spise pokah.” 

With this, Mr. WILLIAMs left the room. 


* * * 


66 yo must really excuse the expression of disdain I wear. 
I really cannot help it, and after you have set me up on 
Bedlam’s Island I will try and forget your meanness,”—Ziberty, 
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Mrs. DOUBLEDOLLAR WANTS YOU, SIR, TO FINISH YOUR FISH AS QUICK AS EVER YOU CAN 


SSS SS 
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TO THE STARS THROUGH DIFFICULTIES. 


Doubledollar) : 


Footman (in a whisper to Mr. 
AND NOT TO ASK FOR A THIRD HELPIN’ 








CABIN LACONICS. 


BY BRUDDER ROMULUS. 


= offen ride w’ile de trufe goes a-walkin’ ; 
Teamin’ prices high when de muel am a-balkin’; 

Lazy rooster struttin’ w’ile de ole hen a-layin’; 

Colic mighty bad in de middle ob de hayin’; 

Sowin’ mus’ be done ’fo’ we cum’ to de reapin’; 

An’ de fool jars de nes’ whar de hornet am a-sleepin’. 


Dus’ allus flies as de win’ am a-blowin’; : 
Chicken-roos’ safes’ when de moon am a-showin’; 

Wise man wuckin’ when de leabs am a-fallin’. 

Cow mighty skittish when de calf am a-bawlin’; 

Tough han’s de bes’ when it comes to de choppin’; 

An’ de bait ’s mighty skerse when de fish am a-floppin’. 


Little fish bite w’ile de big fish am shyin’; 

Little fish big fish a’ter de lyin’; 

’Gaiter fas’ ersleep w’ile de little darkey peepin’; 
’Gaiter wide erwake an’ de little darkey sleepin’; 
High-up ’simmons toughes’ when it cums to de eatin’; 
An’ de debbil prays de loudes’ at de big camp-meetin’. 


Fresh eggs sinkin’ w’ile de rotten ones go floatin’; 

Darkey man an’ brudder on de mawnin’ ob de votin’; 
Dinah heap de sweetes’ w’ile she’s roastin’ ob de ‘possum, 
Roses lose dar color ’side a healthy ’tater blossom; 

Coarse wooled sheep make de faires’ sort ob mutton ; 

An’ a nickel offen jingles wid a tin s’pender button. 





Bacon thinks that “life’s but a span.” So it is for 
married people, but it’s single harness for bachelors, 
beyond a doubt. 





A MODERN INSTANCE. 


[The author begs leave to inform Mr. W. D. Howells that there 
are a thousand and one ‘‘ modern instances;” this one, for in- 
stance. ] 


CHAPTER I, 


‘* He knuckled a nickel with ’n accurate knack.”—Acy Sunburn, 


BURDENED with hereditary wealth, Nature had 
consoled Jack Sympleton for this misfortune by 
giving him no brains whatsoever, which oversight on 
her part had never been remedied in spite of the 
efforts of Mr. Sympleton, sire, and various college pro- 
fessors. It was found that there was no degree worthy 
of Sympleton’s acquirements, and conversely his 
acquirements were worthy of no degree. Neverthe- 
less the young gentleman admirably harmonized his 
natural abilities with his occupation in life and fol- 
lowed the profession of a gentleman of fashion. 
Twenty-five years had seen Sympleton’s delicate 
hands cased in his trousers pockets, not allowing for 
the period he was sheltered in petticoats, when one 
bright poetic spring day he was struck by an idea. 
The shock was so unexpected that it rendered him 
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more senseless than usual, but collecting himself he 
calmly reflected : 

“Yes! it must be, old man!” he said, addressing 
himself to the mirror, as he carefully knotted his tie. 
“Tt must be.. You ’re in love, old fellow; you ’re in 
love, Let me congratulate you,” and he shook his 
own hand with delight. “But hold on,” he said, 
pausing, a little discomfited at his own exuberancy. 
“ Here ’s a pretty go. Who the deyil are you in love 
with—eh ?” ; 

A natural question for a man of Sympleton’s attrac- 
tions, surrounded by objects of ready-made love and 
beauty ; a natural question in our days of cheap manu- 
facture, when beauty lies within reach of the poorest, 
and the rouge-pot and powder-brush are as freely em- 
ployed by Joan the cook as my lady. I do not wish 
to infer that Mr. Sympleton was in love with the cook. 
Far from it. The gentleman certainly had sound 
ideas concerning the desirability of domestic virtues 
in woman, but he did not seek them in the exagger- 
ated stage reached in his cook. But we neglect the 
gentleman. 

The hesitation was only momentary. 

“T have it!” he exclaimed, and meditatively ex- 
tracted a coin from his silken purse. “ Deucedly 
awkward for a fellow like me to have to choose from 
so many, though. Let ’s see. There ’s Virginia 
Columbine—and Hebe Coy, and—what ’s her name? 
—oh! ‘Diana Bluestock. That ’s enough to start 
with. Flip ’s the word, Head ’s for Virgie and tail 's 
for Hebe: Tail it is! That ’s Hebe,” he said, as he 
chased the coin across the room. 

“Now, then, once more. Head’s for Miss Blue- 
stock. By Jove, she’s got me,” he said, examining 
the coin and finding it in favor of Diana. 

“ She knows a lot of things—she knows Latin and 
Greek—but she can’t do her own hair,” he solilo- 
quized ; but this latter objection seemed of minor im- 
portance in the eyes of his consuming passion, and 
Jack Sympleton never trusted to his own judgment in 
any’ matter whatsoever, for he knew that Fate or 
Chance could not be so blind as he. 





CHAPTER II. 


“And what do you propose, sir?’—‘‘ To marry you, madam, 
that is my proposal.” 
Old Play. (Author unknown.) 


HE same afternoon Sympleton drove up to Mr. 
Bluestock’s residence and was quickly ushered 
into the parlor. 

Mr. Bluestock, be it said by way of explanation, had 
not enough of the public’s confidence or dollars to 
hold the position of president of a bank or director of 
a railroad; the fame of his grandfather had been 
carefully inverted at a paying rate and returned a 
sufficient income to support even the third and fourth 
generations. It seems that his grandfather, John 
Bluestock had pronounced in our national legislature 
many years since a speech on the “ Domestic Manu- 
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The fashion of chaining dogs together and allowing them to run at large is a very pretty one, but there 


are some people who see no beauty in anything. 








facture of Putty and the Prohibition of its Foreign 
Importation,” which masterly speech had engaged him 
in that famous controversy with the Hon. Philocletus 
Ringtail, of Louisiana; Johns Bluestock, 2nd, his son, 
had increased the family glory by editing his father’s 
memoirs, in which it was related how the original Johns 
Bluestock, when a mere schoolboy, was addicted to 
putty, which, employed in conjunction with a long tin 
tube, he used much to the discomfiture of his school- 
master’s bald head; and Johns Bluestock, 3rd, had 
issued a second edition of these memoirs, with supple- 
mentary chapters, showing what the school-master had 
done to his grandfather to destroy the boy’s growing 
passion for putty; and finally Miss Diana Bluestock 
had fertilized the family renown by the recent publi- 
cation of a sonnet, “On Death and Mumps,” in the 
Philadelphia Ledger, but as yet she had done nothing 
in the putty line. 

Miss Bluestock had scarcely saluted Sympleton be- 
fore he began fire. 

“Miss Diana, let us be plain spoken,” said he. “I 
wish to marry you.” 

“My dear Mr. Sympleton, it’s very natural you 
should. You exhibit symptoms of a taste superior to 
that of most men.” This was undoubtedly true, for in 
spite of five year’s penal servitude to the idea of enter- 


ing upon matrimony, no other man had ever expressed 
the same desire in her hearing. 

“T have n’t much brains,” continued Jack. 

“I didn’t accuse you of having any at all,” replied 
Diana. “You are undeniably a most perfect and ab- 
solute fool.” 

“T know I’m a fool, Miss Diana, but I’m not such 
a fool as not to know I’m a fool, Miss Diana. But 
the case is this,” he went on. “I have too little brains 
and too much money—an embarassing position.” 

“A most embarassing concatenation of events, in- 
deed. An embarras de richesse,” said Miss Diana. 

“What a pretty name that was! You ’Il call me that 
when we ’re married,” spoke the ingenuous millionaire, 
for he was not shrewd enough to see, that, like most 
of her race, Miss Diana Bluestock was never so Eng- 
lish as when she spoke French. 

“ What I want you to do is to help me spend my 
money,” Jack began again. 

“Oh, then, you ’ll buy me a newspaper, so that I 
can get all my verses published, and I ’ll have a real 
salon with rising poets for lions, and we ’Il talk litera- 
ture, the soul shall soar—” she might have continued, 
but Sympleton stopped her. 

“ And in return can you do nothing for me? Noth- 
ing to make me great ?” he whined, almost piteously. 
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A WINTER SERENADE. 


I ’M awfully bold, 

For it ’s very cold 

To be singing under your winder ; 
O the wind doth blow, 
And in drifting snow 

I am singing to you, Belinda ! 


But I greatly fear 
That you do not hear, 

And I wish that I knew the reason. 
Does my voice seem lost 
Amid all the frost, 

And can I be crowding the season ? 


But I see the trouble— 
Your window is double / 
And I might as well serenade Nero ! 
So homeward I ’Il slink, 
And hot ginger drink, 
For it ’s ten degrees below zero ! 
ROLAND KING. 





Wuat is the difference’ between a lawyer 
and an Irish agitator? A lawyer makes money 
with other people’s quarrels, and an agitator 
makes quarrels with other people’s money. 








A MAN wWITH A NATURAL BeEntT.—A 
hunchback. 





Fonp or “ Put-up Joss.’”—An architect. 





THE RELIGION OF THE Cross.—To grumble. 





THE PINCH OF PovERTY.—Snuff. 





Is Peruvian bark as bad as its bite ? 


A Goop NAME FOR A SLEEPY GAME.— 
“cc Nap.” 








A SLow TRADE.—Pottery. 








“You can let your hair grow,” she said. “Many a 
bigger fool than you has been judged clever from the 
mere length of his locks. But better still, that you 
—— shine by reflected glory—you shall be my hus- 

and.” 

Jack was so overwhelmed by the magnanimity of 
this proposal, that he carefully spread out his handker- 
chief on the carpet and sinking upon it with one knee, 
reverentially raised Diana’s hand to his lips, and rising 


he took his farewell, well satisfied with his success in’ 


love-making and the propitious manner in which 
Chance had abetted him. 





CHAPTER III. 


N the “ Literary News,” two months later, appeared 
the following paragraph : 
“On Thursday last was married Miss Diana Blue- 


stock, great grand-daughter of Johns Bluestock, who 
made the greatest speech ever pronounced on the im- 
portation of foreign putties ; grand-daughter to Johns 
Bluestock, 2d, the author of the Memoirs of the preced- 
ing gentleman; and daughter to Johns Bluestock, 3d, 
the author of Supplementary Chapters. Miss Bluestock 
was married to a Mr. John Sympleton, @ nincompoop.” 

And in the “ Financial Gazette,” of the same date, 
this paragraph : 

“On Thursday last were joined in wedlock, a bank 
account of $250,000, the half of the Scarecrow Gold 
Mine, Limited; 500 shares in the N. Pacific R. R.; 100 
shares in the Evergreen Street Paving and Steam 
Heating Company, and numerous other investments, 
all of which property is attached to the body of Mr. 
John Sympleton, to the person of Miss Diana Blue- 
stock, a young lady of no figure whatsoever.” 

L. Van NECK. 
































BY IVAN TURNHIMOFF., 


HE BLOCKHEAD.—Once upon a time there 
was a blockhead. He lived for a long while 
contented and happy, until it came to his ears that he 
was considered a brainless fool. He determined to 
give the lie to the rumors by becoming a critic. So he 
purchased a musical dictionary and a dress suit, and 
a great daily paper decided that he had all the quali- 
fications to represent it at the opera. He liberally 
puffed the tenor, soprano and the manager’s cigars. 
The advertisement in the amusement column was im- 
mediately increased in size, and the critic had his re- 
ward (tickets for friends in the row next the bass-drum). 
And now his poor relations respect him and tremble 
before him. 





HE SPHINX.-—Yellowish, gray, complete—a sym- 
phony in colored plaster and Stratena cement—A 
beautiful harmony of unrelated parts ! “What do these 
thick, projecting lips wish to say ?—these broad spread- 
ing nostrils, and these eyes, these long, half-sleepy, 
half-observant eyes, under the double curve of their 
high brows? They have indeed something to say ! 
They even say it!” Hark! “Iam a Cypriote anti- 
quity.” Even so, A‘dipus Cesnola. 





“[ HERE are pretty verses among “ Stray Chords”’ 

by Julia R. Anagnos, notably those on Haw- 
thorne and a Greek vase, and there are many pages 
which cannot rise above the level of rhymed prose. It 
is a satisfaction to read in an ode to Truth that the 
author “drinks of thy crystal goblet” and “ bathes 
in thy silver stream,” but one is compelled to have 
doubts of the strength of the beverage and thoroughness 
of the ablutions when he reads that she looks into 
the sky and wonders why she cannot “ pluck a star 
and wear it on my breast.” Asa matter of fact, we 
believe that a star would be unwieldy and uncomfort- 
able, either as an ornament or a chest protector. 





[* the eyes of many benevolent people it will be 

considered a great defect in Mrs. James T .Flelds’ 
book on “ How to help the Poor” that she does not 
explain how a worn-out suit of clothing or a fermented 
jar of Marmalade can be made to shine with the glory 
of true charity in the midst of a home-missionary box. 





MONG the newest books is a translation into blank 
verse and rhyme of “The Odes of Horace” by 
Henry Hubbard Pierce, an adjutant of the Twenty- 
first Infantry, who dates his preface at Vancouver Bar- 
racks, Washington Sq. The book was written during 
the “active routine of military service.” 
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GHAKSPEARE'S accurate use of technical legal 
terms is portrayed in a little book by F. F. Heard, 
entitled “Shakespeare as a lawyer.” 





‘Two books will be heartily welcomed by lovers of 

gentle and refined humor: Mr. Joel Chandler 
Harris’s “ Nights with Uncle Remus” and the joint 
production of Mr. Howells and his daughter, “A 
Little Girl among the Old Masters.” The sketches 
by the little girl are often pretty and always original 
and amusing. Her father’s comments are slyly humorous. 








S° you ’re the Miss I used to know 
When I was twenty? You were one, 

And that was twenty years ago. 

Lord! How these sinful years do run. 

I used to take you on my knee 

And kiss you, for your mother’s sake. 

But now—hm!—yes, dear me, dear me, 

The times have changed and no mistake. 

I used to love your sister Kate ? 

What nonsense! Well, perhaps you’re right. 

But she—you see she would n’t wait. 

She did n’t treat me fairly, quite. 

I really think she might have tarried 

As long as I remained alive; 

But no—she basely went and married, 

And joined the matrimonial hive. 

And now she has two lovely boys 

That fill her heart with joy and ache, 

And all the neighborhood with noise. 

Well, times have changed and no mistake. 

So you ’re the girl I used to kiss— 

Ah yes! I mentioned that before. 

’T is strange our boons we never miss 

Until the ’ve gone for evermore. 

And that reminds me of some fancies, 

That seemed so apropos to you, 

Of dawning beauty, waking glances, 

Blush rose-buds fresh with morning dew, 

The virgin day’s eyes—that is, daisies, 

Youth, buds—and all that sort of thing— 

O Lord! My brain in such a maze is— 

Here—won ’t you wear this diamond ring? 
* * * * * 


Engaged to him? That callow youth? 
Well! Oh my heart ’s too old to break; 
But I will swear one solemn truth— 
Times have changed ; badly, no mistake. 
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IN THE MOONLIGHT. 
PANTOUM. 


O you know how lovely you are 
As you sit in the soft moonlight ? 
While you pensively gaze afar; 
. Are you unaware of it quite? 


As you sit in the soft moonlight, 
To me it is manifest— 
Are you unaware of it quite— 
That the pensive look suits you best ? 


To me it is manifest— 
Have you often been told before 
That the pensive look suits you best ? 
Am I the first one to adore ? 


Have you often been told before 
How charming are upturned eyes? 
Am I the first one to adore ? 
Do you find it quite a surprise ? 


How charming are upturned eyes ; 
Do you know how lovely you are? 
Do you find it quite a surprise, 
While you pensively gaze afar? 
ALICE TRUMBULL LEARNED. 





SHELLS. 
]|% political conventions, the “dark horse ” is always 


a sort of night-mare. 


Some people are so modest that even their wounds 
are mortified when the surgeon looks at them. 





THE best fishermen like to fish on their own hook. 





AMERICAN ARISTOCRACY. 
No. XI. 


‘** My country, ’tis of thee !” 
—Misunderstood and obsolete song. 


WE were all of us very much mortified last Monday at the 

uprising of the LowER CLASSES. We were only consoled 
by the fact that Heaven was on our side and that the LOWER 
CLASSES got wet. This was very civil, indeed, of Heaven, I am 
sure, and we all of us remembered it on Thanksgiving Day—re- 
turned the call, as it were. 


This uprising of the LowrER CLASSES was a deliberate insult to 
us ARISTOCRATS, under the shallow pretense of patriotism. Fora 
hundred years we have endeavored to atone to our own dear MOTH- 
ER CountRY for the offensive conduct of ‘‘ George” Washington, 
“ George ’’ Clinton, and other notorious rebels on the 25th of 
November, 1783, when they drove the MOTHER COUNTRY’S sons 
into the sea, tore down the sacred banner of GREAT BRITAIN, and 
nailed the odious symbol of the LowER CLASSES to the staff. For 
ahundred years, I say, we have endeavored to efface the memory 
of that affront. We have shown by blazoning the crests of our 
ENGLISH forefathers upon our coupes and stationery, that we 
devoutly owe them reverence, and are sorry for having cut off our 
succession to their illustrious titles. We have, by the aid of a 
good deal of tact and some lying, succeeded in getting up a Blue 
Book. It is not a very big Blue Book yet, but it takes after its 
papa, the BLUE Book of GREAT BRITAIN, and if we can only 
get it to grow, it will in time be enough like him to deceive a 
stranger—particularly in the cover. The only thing to fear is 
that too‘much nursing will kill it. Then, we have been very 
obsequious to ENGLIsH LorDs and LADIES who have come over 
to “do” the country, make money, or economize. Some of 
them treated us very shabbily, too, but we were as humbly blind 
to that as servants are to their master’s paroxysms of wrath. We 
were determined to overlook all snubs and do the polite thing— 
and we did it. Last summer some of us invited an ENGLISHMAN 
to our splendid country homes on the Hudson. He was not a 
LorD or even a LoRD’s son or nephew or first cousin, but he was 
undeniably ENGLISH. The entertainments to which we invited 
him were very brilliant, and we had some of our finest and best 
bred daughters there to amuse him. Of course we expected that he 
he would be civil enough to dress and conduct himself as he would 
were heat HOME. We were somewhat surprised when he made his 
appearance ina brindle cheviot suit, considerably stained and dusty, 
and persisted in wearing it at dinner, lawn party, luncheon and 
musicale, as long as he was our guest. Moreover, he was brusque 
to our best friends, rude to some of our relatives, snubbed many 
of our most desirable acquaintances, and in four instances not 
only studiously omitted the ceremony of a dinner call, but even 
failed to recognize the host and hostess who had extended him 
the hospitality. But we were not angry. We knew away down 
in our small hearts that while he is ENGLISH, we are only Ameri- 
cans, and we knew that he knew that we knew it. We 
invited him again, and he came. But suppose a contempti- 
ble American had so treated us? The very thought invests us 
in gooseflesh. 

Yes, we have done everything in our power to obtain pardon 
for our offense of 1776-1783. We have left no stone unturned. 
Even our daughters, whom we so jealously guard from the igno- 
ble workers of our miserable nation, we give freely, with a for- 
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tune, to ENGLAND’s paupers—provided only that he or one of his 
tribe has just a wee bit of a small corner in the Big BLuE Boox 
we all of us worship. And how consummately proud and happy 


we are when we have made such match, and how the rest of our Ff I= 


SociETy cackles over the happy pair, and how envy gets in its 
fine work on the unhappy families whose daughters have n’t had 


the luck or good management to decoy some ENGLISHMAN in ff 


brindle cheviot into proposing, but Aave had the bad taste to 
marry a real and therefore low-flung American. Ah, we have a 
great deal of self-respect and true pride—we American ARISTO- 
CRATS. We know our real value. 

Besides all this, we have endeavored in our customs, dress, 
pronunciation and manner to obliterate as far as possible the di- 
viding line between the two nations. As befits our spirit of 


humility, we choose to imitate ENGLAND’s worst in this, not her || 


best. We select Liverpool cads as our models for manly grace 
and dignity, and Manchester dowdies as patterns for our women. 
As we do not allow our coachman to remove his hat when he 
salutes us or our friends, so humble we, to please great ENGLAND, 
copy her most boorish manners and lamest graces. We might 


otherwise impress her with the idea we thought ourselves her 


equal. 

How maddening, therefore, this imbecile uprising of the LOWER 
CLASSES to joyfully celebrate a day which to us is a day of black- 
est mourning. The first thought with all of us was: ‘‘ What 
will ENGLAND and our ENGLIsH friends think of this brutal glee ?” 
Our second thought was to testify our disapproval by draping our 
doors with the cross of ST. GEORGE, and trimming our lintels 
with small rampant lions; but unfortunately a third thought ob- 
truded itself, to the effect that the Lower CLASSEs might not 
like it. We have, you know, to affect a certain respect for the 
LowER CLASSES’ opinions, even if we despise their persons; for 
the disapproval of the LOWER CLAssEs, when it takes the form 
of invalid eggs and other decayed missiles, is unpleasant. Our 
fourth thought, therefore, was best. It was to refuse to aid the 
LowER CLAsSEs in their ill-mannered and boisterous merriment, 
and to refuse to deck our houses with those hated colors which 
call up disagreeable memories to our, beloved ENGLIsH_ friends. 
This we did. Several of our ENGLISH trades persons, who 
honor us by condescending to stay on this side of the water and 
make money out of us, showed their appreciation of our timely 
sympathy by imitating us. One firm stated that it was ‘‘ not in 
sympathy with the movement,” and another that it was ‘‘ opposed 
to it.” We should be very grateful to them for this snub to our 
LowER CLASSEs and to our grandfathers. It was ENGLISH to 
the last degree, and we should not forget to honor it. 


One of our millionaires frugally forgot to hang out a banner 
on his outer wall. Why should he hang one out? True, the 
sweat of the LOWER CLASSES built his fortune, and it was under 
the shadow of their flag and the protection of their laws his father 
rose from their ranks. Besides, if he did hang one out, would it 
not have been a truckling to a nation, a government and senti- 
ments which are radically and villainously opposed to us aristocrats 
and our pretensions? Shall we, who are doing our best to incul- 
cate monarchial principles, pollute our thresholds with the vile 
emblem of universal suffrage ? What would become of our pride 
if we did? No, no. We have to swallow a good deal of humble 
pie, administered by our ENGLISH friends, who ride over us 
rough-shod pretty often, and we can only soothe our soul by tak- 
ing it out of our own LOWER CLASSES ; just as our butler, when 






































Paterfamilias (examining candidate who has applied 
for position of Butler): AND WHY DID YOU LEAVE 
YOUR LAST PLACE? 

Candidate: Wert, I HAIN’T LEFT AS YET; THE 
WORK IS LIGHT AND GENTEEL, BUT RATHER SOLLUM, 
AN’ I DON’T THINK I SHOULD MIND A CHANGE, 

Peterfamilias: AND WHAT ARE YOUR DUTIES, 
PRAY? 

Candidate: | KEEPS THE MORGUE DOWN BY THE 
RIVER, SIR. , 








we have berated him in the dining-room, will descend to the 
kitchen and work off his injury by a scathing satire on the 
cook. 

The same gentleman has very properly refused to loan his pic- 
tures to the horde of Lower CLAss sympathizers, who wish to 
disgrace our chosen city with a statue of Liberty, which some 
misguided French persons, thinking we took some pride in our 
form of government, have offered us. What do we want with 
that bronze effigy? or with what it represents ? or with the com- 
pliment and sympathy it expresses? Pah! If England, now, 
our dear, old MOTHER CouNTRY, whom we aristocrats are dread- 
fully sorry our grandfathers thrashed—if ENGLAND will only give 
us a colossal image of George III.—ah, ¢here is something we 
could and would worship, gild, and sing psalms to. Why, we 
will guarantee, if ENGLAND will only melt down a few of her 
sons in this country to furnish the necessarily immense quantity 
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last Monday, will every morning, while he lives, anoint the feet 
of,the Colossus with the black paste peculiar to the country, and 
polish them until -they dazzle the nation. 
be doing no more than he did last Monday. Let GEoxGE but 


stretch his foot and give WILLIAM a chance to get in some fine 


and beautiful work. 





MOTTOES FOR THE MANY. 
BurGLAR’s.—Geo it till you ’re hung. 





LAWYER’S.—Sue as you would be dunned by. 


SECOND-HAND CLOTHES DEALER’s.—There ’s noth- 
ing new under the sun. 





THE TEACHER’s.—The switch is father to the taught. 


te 


THE SCHOLAR’s.—It never pains but it roars. 





THE GueEst’s.—None so left as those who’re not here. 





A TRIOLET. 


N ulster of ancient cut, 
Dragged from a closet’s corner. 

It’s cold and I'll wear it——but 
An ulster of ancient cut, 
With many a stain and smut, 
Yet it might be much forlorner ! 
This ulster of ancient cut, 
Dragged from a closet’s corner. 

















Even then he would 
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of brass, that that same Aristocrat who refused to deck his house 
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“STORM BEATEN.” 


IF the first programme of Mr. Robert Buchanan’s play, at the 

Union Square Theatre last week, illustrated this fact: That 
a brilliant company of actors, vigorous and intelligent stage-man- 
agement, and charming scenery can elevate a commonplace and 
melodramatic play to a level much above its value. Mr. Buchanan 
appears to have a wild desire to write dramas. Well, the desire 
is natural enough, and it is possessed by many excellent and vir- 
tuous persons. If these persons would only show a noble self- 
sacrifice by not placing their work upon the stage, we should be 
exceedingly grateful to them and might be induced to regard 
them as heroes, on a small scale. But the man who evolves a 
play is immediately ambitious to have his play acted, to see an 
audience groan in spirit over it, and to be convinced that genius, 
in this melancholy world, goes without its proper reward. All 
this bears indirectly upon Mr. Buchanan. Mr. Buchanan is a 
Scotchman who has written spirited and fine verse. Much of his 
verse is essentially dramatic. Yet he is not, on this account, a 
dramatist. It is one thing to have dramatic ideas ; it is another 
thing to give shape to them. Mr. Buchanan has won wide repu- 
tation as a poet ; his plays have been invariably unsuccessful. It 
is likely that, in ordinary conditions, ‘‘Storm Beaten” would be 
equally unsuccessful. But this drama has gained here some foot- 
hold of success. So much the worse, perhaps, for Mr. Buchanan, 
for the production of “ Storm Beaten” can add no whit to his 
reputation, if, indeed, it does not make one reflect that an excel- 
lent poet may be a very foolish playwright. It is to be remarked 
that the genial and accomplished Mr. A. R. Cazauran has had 
his name printed among the officers of the Union Square 
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DIFFERENCE OF LONGITUDE. 


A Barn RaIsING IN NEw ENGLAND. 


A BARN RAISING IN THE BOUNDLESS WEST. 
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Theatre as ‘‘ dramatist.” It will be found in the list which 
includes the proprietor, the manager, the scenic artist, the ma- 
chinist and the prompter. An official “ dramatist’’ is a new 
thing at this time. It is the business of Mr. Cazauran to hack up 
the works of other writers. He has done labor of this entertain- 
ing kind for Mr. Buchanan. But though Mr. Cazauran has 
probably done his best for “‘ Storm Beaten,” though he has even 
turned Mr, Buchanan’s diabolical villain into a repentant sinner 
who walks finally in the ways of righteousness, he has accomplished 
but a meagre result. The play opens with the ancient story 
about the wrong done by a rich ’squire to a poor devil who is 
fortunately out of this ill world. But the widow, a son, and a 
daughter remain, and upon these falls the wrath of ’Squire 
Orchardson. There is, of course, a mortgage in this case. When 
was there not a mortgage in any similar case? The dramatists of 
the nineteenth century have dealt most liberally in mortgages. 
The Widow Christiansen and her children are thus in a great 
deal of trouble. The widow, luckily, dies. It is then shown 
that young Orchardson, son of the ’Squire, has been the lover of 
Kate Christiansen. He is a very bad lover. In fact, he deserts 
his sweetheart and proposes to marry Priscilla Sefton. Now, 
Christian Christiansen, brother of Kate, proposes also to marry 
Priscilla. Such is the beginning of several agonizing acts, during 
which there is a terrible struggle between heroes and maidens and 
villains and icebergs. The icebergs are portentous, and there 
are many of them. The whole second half of the play is a dis- 
play of scenery, which illustrates Mr. Buchanan’s lively imagina- 
tion with great fidelity. However, it is not the play which has 
drawn attention to the Union Square Theatre. It is the manner 
in which this play is exhibited and acted. The scenery painted 
for it by Mr. Marston is elaborate and beautiful, though some- 
what ponderous for a stage which is exceptionally small. But I 
do not like to harp upon the scenery of a play. Scenery, at its 
best, is insignificant. The performance is full of charm and 
interest. It is an evenly balanced performance, above every- 
thing. Nothing but good work could be looked for in a cast 
which includes Mr. Purselle, Mr. Whitney, Mr. Rankin, Mr. 
Stoddart, Mr. Seymour, Miss Ellsler, and Miss Harrison. These 
actors move together with perfect intelligence and harmony. 
G. E. M. 


ry 





Hen 
PUBLISH: 


CHAMPLIN’S BOOKS 


Common Things, $3. 


CYCLOPADIAS OF 


“Should be placed wherever children meet for If = intend to sell your house, paper it, 
as it will bring from $2000 to $3000 more 
after having been Papered. Samples and 
Book on Decorations mailed free. 


lessons and reading.” —Boston Advertiser. 


History oF THE War 


FOR THE UNION. 
Illustrated, $2.75. 








Decorate and Beautify your 
Homes, Offices, &c. 


For YOUNG FOLKS. QUAINT, RARE AND CURIOUS PAPERS BY 


EMINENT DECORATIVE ARTISTS, j _ i -dataan meee a, 


Persons and Places, $3.50. Close Figures given on Large Contracts. 


H. BARTHOLOMAE & CO., 
MAKERS AND IMPORTERS, 


124 & 126 W. 33D St., (near B’way,) N. Y. 













RENDER. VNTO $CI§$OR$ THOSE 
THINGS WHICH ARE $CISSORS- 


S' PAVL TO THE PENIANS~ IV., 1, 44. 





THE MODERN STYLE. 


BOXES of candy, light of the moon, 
Kisses by starlight, desperate spoon ; 
Down on his knees to her, swearing their love, 
Out to the opera, murmuring dove ; 
Beautiful hat-bands (bought in a store)— 
Sighs like a furnace, each other adore. 
Penning of verses, sending of books ; 
Languishing glances, deep, pensive looks. 
Hands clasping hands, eyes meeting eyes, 
Souls mixed with souls, some tears and more sighs. 
Eternal fidelity, the notice is read ; 
Seventeen bridesmaids, and then they are wed. 
—Lowell Citizen. 


CONTRIBUTOR: Your verses beginning ‘‘ Two little feet ‘so small 
that both nestle in one warm buffalo robe” are declined. We never 
print Chicago poetry.—PAzla. Call. 


‘* MANY Philadelphians can yet be seen at Newport,” says the Press. 
This is a graceful tribute to the strength of the Newport jail.—Courzer- 
Fournal. 


THE Pullman Car Company have 13,000 blankets. If you don’t 
believe this, give the porter fifty cents on a cold night, and he will 
show you one.—Phila. Call. 


‘* Ou, dear, I don’t know what I shall do with Reginald, he has 
such a big, large head,” said a fond mother, endeavoring to attract at- 
tention to her offspring. ‘‘ Why, if there is any danger of his toppling 
over you might weight his feet, you know,” was a kind neighbor's 
suggestion. And a little thing like that severed a friendship of fully 
three weeks’ standing.—Hart/ford Post,/ 


No, dear, it is not spelled mellow drama; you were led into error 
because it was so soft.—Boston Transcript. 










_ Dry Special, 
Brut. 





. DuVwerace 
49 BroaoS! 
NY 











VOLUME I. OF “LIFE.” 


oes Write for Particulars. 





Handsomely and durably bound, for sale at the publication office. grag, ft Cpe Poca tone merge receive 
Price, postage free, $5.00. To subscribers returning a complete file of ed for Lirz and other first-class publica- 


Volume I, the same will be forwarded for $2.50. 


Address, Office of . LIFE . 
1155 Broadway, New York. 


tions. Low rates given. 
| Cc. M. CANTY, 
Room 3, 186 DEVONSHIRE ST., 
Boston, Mass., U.S, A. 
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Send one, two, 

three or five dol- 

elars for a retail 

box, A express, N the Candies in the world, put 

up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


bas Mapison St., CHICAGO. 





“Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both.’ —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 Broapway (cor. Cedar St.), 
enn P. WHEDON, email 


THE FONTOGRAPH. 


Always Writes. Ink for Ten Days 
Never Clogs. Wear for Ten Years. 







Price from $1. $0 to $10. Call and Try it. 
Send for List. Agents Wanted. 


THE A. S. FRENCH CO., M’r'rs, 


Ground Floor W. U. Tel. B’ld’g, 199 B’way, New York. 


GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


60 JOHN STREET, NEw YorK. 





This taper is printed with our cut ink. 


CONSUMPTION. 


ave a positive remedy for the above 
bowen wae wenase { the worst kind and of lon} 
ps om deed, so strong is my faith = 
ek te dap igcer Give he 
on this disease, to an {5 fore, lve Ex. 
press & P, O, address, Dit. T. A, SLOCU. Pearl 8t., N. ¥. 








Sense Binder 
FOR BINDING 


LIFE 


Cheap, Strong and Durable, 
Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to 
any part of the United States for $1. 


Address, office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 
155 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


Common 





THE WILSON PATENT 
ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 


WITH THIRTY CHANGES OF POSITIONS 







InvalidChair 
fed or Lounge 
combining beaut . lightness 
strength,.simplic ty.and com 

ort. Everything to an 
exact science. Orders by 


Parlor.Library 
Child's Crib, 


mail prom ay attended 
to. Goods sh ipped to one 
address. C. Send 


stamp for bib. seni 
i. — — mention 


READING POSITION 


Address Willson Aun "Chale "Mfe. Co,, 
661 Broad 


way. N. Y- 





WHO says it is unhealthy to sleep in feathers ? 
Look at the spring chicken, and see how tough it is. 
— Scientific American. 


ACCORDING to the New York Yournal, ‘‘a good 
sculptor ought to make a model husband.” Not so; 
but he ought to have a model wife.—Rochester Post: 
Express. 





A SICK friend writes to us to ascertain the shortest 
road to health. There are two paths—the allopaths 
and homeepaths ; you take your choice and pay your 
money.— Boston Courier. 


Mrs. FRENCH heard a terrible pounding on the 
stovepipe, the other day, and called to her husband 
to know what was the matter. ‘‘I’m only getting out 
my fall soot,” he replied, tt —Boston Times. 


In Salt Lake City the — are twenty feet 
wide. This, probably, is to permit a man's widows to 
walk abreast instead of in couples when going to his 
funeral.—Oz? City Blizzard. 





THE Scientific American makes a desperate effort 
to prove that wind power is cheap, in the very face of 
the fact that the extra session of the Pennsylvania 
Legislature will cost over $500,000.—/ittsburg Tele- 
graph. 


A DETROIT man on a visit to St. Louis lost $10,000 
in cash, and rewarded the finder with a twenty-cent 
piece. In justice to Detroit it should be stated that 
the man really thought it was a quarter.—/PAz/adel- 
phia Call. 











IMPORTANT. 


PR you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
xpressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
G ION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and ifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
day. mpupene plan. Elevator. Restaurant supplied 
with the Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
— Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 
the city. 





WANTED —Ladies and Young Men wishing ro earn $1 
to $3 every day quietly at their homes ; work furnished ; 
sent by mail; no canvassing ; no stamps required for reply. 
Please address EDWARD F. DAVIS & CO. +» 58 South 
Main Street, Fall River, Mass. 








HEGEMAN’ Ss GASTRICINE. 


A specific for dyspepsia. 25 and 
fe cents per box. os by mail. J. N. HeGeman & Co., 
roadway, corner 8th Street, N. Y. 


Sold by all druggists. 





DITMAN’S TRUSS—Annexed Broadway and Barclay | 
St. A Truss for Rupture can be fitted with intelligence | 
that the wearer will get the atest comfort. Private 
eee for Ladies and Gentlemen. 





| 








AMUSEMENTS. 


ALY’S THEATRE. BROADWAY AP eS ST, 
Under the management of Mr. AUGUST LY, 

Orchestra, $1. 50 ; Dress Circle, $1 ; Second * tan 50c, 
Every night 8: 15; Over 10:40; Matinees begin at 2. 








** A distinct and brilliant 


DOLLARS AND SENSE. | "A distinct and brill 





The principal characters by Miss ADA REHAN, Mrs, 
GILBERT, Miss FIELDING, Miss DREHER? Miss 
EREMY, Miss GORDON and by Mr. CHARLES 
ISHER, JAMES LEWIS, JOHN DREW, were 
LECLER Q, YORKE STEPHENS, W. H. ‘THOMP- 

SON and W. BEEKMAN. 
MATINEE SATURDAY. 


HOTELS. 





PARKER HOUSE 


EUROPEAN PLAN. 











Harvey D. PARKER & Co., 
BOSTON, MASS. 


HARVEY D. PARKER, JOSEPH H BECKMAN, 
EDWARD O. PUNCHARD, 


Hand Made 
SOUR MASH WHISKEYS. 


OLD CROW RYE. 
HERMITAGE, 
MAYFIELD. 


4 TO 12 YEARS OLD. 


Sold absolutely pure, uncolored, unsweetened. 
None sold until four summers old. $3.50 to 
$9.00 to families. To the trade, at trade prices. 
Finest Wines and Liquors. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 
NEW YORK. 


69 FULTON ST. 
1158 BROADWAY, COR. 27TH ST. 








Priedridshall 


rient and well7tried curative for regular use by such medical authorities as Sir 
Henry,Thompson, Virchow, *Frerichs, and others. 


NATURAL BITTER-WATER. 


Cures constipation, headache, indigestion, hemorrhoids, chronic catarrhal dis- 


Called by Dr. J. von 
Liebig “ a Treasure of 
ature,” on account of 
its high degree of 
Chlorides. Recom- 
mended as a mild ape- 


Z 


orders of stomach and bowels, gravel, gout, contion, diseases peculiar to females, and impurities of 


the blood, 


To be had of all leading Grocers and Druggists everywhere. 
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THE 
GREATAMERICAN 


GOOD NEWS 
7? LADIES! 


LL 
Greatest inducements ever o/- 
fered, Now’s your time to get up 
orders for our celebrated ‘Teas 
and Coffees, and secure a beauti- 
ful Gold Band or Moss Rose China 
Tea Set, or Handsome Decorated 
Gold Band Moss Rose Dinner Set, or Gold Band Moss 
Decorated Toilet Set. For full particulars address 

THE GREAT AMERIC 
P. O. Box 289. 






tA CO., 
31 and 33 Vesey St., New York 


" ASTERBROO oven 


r S ESTERSROOKECo | 





Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 
THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York. 





PHOTO-ENGRAVING CO., 


VANDEWAT 


e, reduced “\.Q 
this Paper 








BILLIARDS. 


The Collender Billiard and Pool Tables 





have received the first premiums, the latest Triumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY, 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston. 
15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. 113 S. oth St., Philadelphia. 
84 and 86 State St., Chicago 367W.Baltimore St. Baltimore, 
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s . 
Sere Cure for Bad Breath, Sour Stomach, Headache, 
bura, all Bilious and Gastric Affections of the een 
foes mes 3 Chemically prepared from ae gee 
ed to be perfectly pure. Price only 25 cts. box sent by 
DITTHAN’S PHARMACY, Broadway and Barelay Street, 


‘““AND what is this animal called ?” asked the 
teacher of the class in natural history, as he pointed 
to a picture of a sloth, And the class all shouted at 
once: ‘‘ A messenger boy !"—New York Fournal. 


_ A BALTIMORE drug clerk made a mistake in Jabel- 
ing a bottle, and his error killed a woman. To be 
perfectly safe, make the drug clerk take the medicine 


BANKERS. 








WILLIAM POLLOCK, 
BANKER AND BROKER, 
No-25 Pine St., N. Y. 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 








= a rub yourself with the empty bottle.—Hote/ 
‘ail, 


way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, 


MEMBER NEW YORK STOCK EXCHANGE. 


‘“WuaTt is the worst thing about riches ?” asked a 
Sunday School teacher. ‘‘ That they take unto 
themselves wings and fly away,” promptly replied the 
boy at the foot of the class.—Cincinnaté Saturday 
Night. 


‘“THANKSGIVING always comes before Congress 
meets,” said the youth to his father. ‘‘ Why is it ?” 
‘* Because, my son,” was the solemn reply, “it is the 
nature of things; it couldn’t come after.”—Mew 
York Commercial Advertiser. 





Cavanagh, Sandford & Co.. 
Merchant Tailors and Importers, 


IF a strange planet should strike the earth and 16 WEST 23d STREET, 


knock it into flinders, there would be heard above the 
crash of matter and the wreck of worlds the voice of 
O’Donovan Rossa yelling ‘‘I knew all about it. I 
planned it myself.”"—PAzladelphia Call. 


Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel, NEw YorK 





All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 





Insure against Accidents in “the old reliable” Uvzted 
States Mutual Accident Association, 320 and 322 Broadway, 
New York. 

The Oldest, Largest, Strongest and Best Mutual Accident 
Association in the World. Insures against Accidents at half 
the vates of stock companies. To Become a Member, write for 
Circular and Application Blank, and when received, fill out 
your application, inclose $4, and forward it to the Secretary at 
New York, on receipt of which policy will be promptly mailed 
to you. $5000 Accident Insurance with $25 Weekly Indem- 
nity for $4 Membership Fee and a further annual Cost of 
about $12 for Assessments and $1 Annual Dues. 


CHARLES B. PEET (0f Rogers, Peet & Co.), President. 


JAMES R. PITCHER, Secretary. 





UBSCRIBERS TO NEWSPAPERS AND PERIODICALS OF ALL KINDS WILL FIND 
it greatly to their pecuniary advantage to place their subscriptions through the 


Universe Subscription Agency, 


150 Nassau Street, New York City. 





Sending a large number of subscriptions to all publications, we are enabled to secure their lowest 
terms, an advantage which we are willing to divide liberally with our patrons. We are prepared to 
offer the lowest possible rates on ALL FOREIGN PUBLICATIONS. By patronizing a subscrip- 
tion agency you are enabled to secure as low prices as you can by availing yourself of any publisher's 
club rates, with the additional advantage that you are not obliged te take A PERIODICAL YOU 
DO NOT WANT to secure lower prices on those publications that you do want. 
address on a postal, and we will send you our Full Catalogue. 


Send us your 
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Special Novelties for the Hoh- 
days in Ladies Colored Silk | 
Flostery. 


CoLors—Salmon, Rose, Sky, Cream, Scar- 
let, Wine, Maroon, Navy Blue, Bronze, Seal 
and Spanish Brown. Colored Raw Silk, 
Plain aud Ribbed. Also, Black Fleeced 
Lined, Misses’ and Children’s Silk Hosiery, 


WEDDING * HOLIDAY * PRESENTS 
AMERICAN * WALTHAM * WATCHES 


RICH * JEWELRY * DIAMONDS 
FRENCH * MARBLE * CLOCKS 
BRONZES * FANCY * GOODS 
BRASS * GOODS * MIRRORS 


LAMPS * BISQUE * STATUETTES 


STERLING * SILVER * WARES 
REED * AND * BARTON’S 
SILVER * PLATED * WARE 
OPERA * GLASSES * SCONCES 
MUSIC * BOXES * ETC * ETC 
ALL * AT * LOWEST * RATES 


2* MAIDEN * LANE * NEW * YORK 
(NEAR BROADWAY.) 


* STUART AND SHEPARD * 





in all the newest colorings. 





Droadooey KH 9th ét. 


NEW YORK. 
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HARTSHORNS ROLLERS 




















These famous Steel Pens com- 

bine the essential qualities of 

Elasticity, Durability and real 

wan Guill action, and are 

uited to all styles of writing. 
For sale everywhere, 


Ivison, Blakeman, Taylor & Co.. N. 





THE FINEST 


but HARTSHORNS! 
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CLOTH OF GOLD 


“Straight Mesh” 
NOW READY. 


Cigarette 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 








No Lady can Get Along Without tt. 
CHEAPEST AND BEST. 


Peterson's Magazine. 


JANUARY NUMBER NOW READY. 
INCREASE OF READING MATTER. 


OTHER IMPROVEMENTS for 1884. 
FULL SIZE DRESS PATTERNS. 
we A SuPPLEMBENT will be given in every number for 
1884, containing a fullsize pattern for a lady’s or child’s 
dress. Every scriber will receive during the year 
twelve of these patterns—worth more, alone, than the 
subscription price. 

Prrerson’s MaGazine is the Best and Cueapest of the 
lady’s books. It gives more for the money, and combines 
greater merits than any. It has the 
BEST STEEL-ENGRAVINGS 

BEST COLORED FASHIONS, 
BEST DRESS PATTERNS 
BEST ORIGINAL STORIES, 
BEST WORK-TABLE PATTERNS, 
BEST MUSIC, ETC., ETC. 

Its immense circulation and long established reputation 
enable its proprietor to distance all competition, Its stories, 
novelettes, etc., etc., are the best. 


COLORED STEEL FASHION-PLATES. 


“ Pererson” is the only magazine that gives these. 
They are Twice THE Usuat Size, and are unequalled for 
beauty ; the datest Paris styles, printed from steel plates 
and colored by hand. 


TERMS (always in advance), $2 A YEAR. 





UNPARALLELED OFFER TO CLUBS. 


THE GOLDEN GIFT. 


This is the principal premium for getting up clubs for 
1884, and asuperb quarto volume, bound in patent morocco, 
gilt, and illustrated with steel engravings—adtogether the 
most costly and beautiful ever offered. Other premiums, 
however, are offered, as thus: 


‘ 4 “ ift ” 
2 Copies for $3.50 ( rargenze steslengraving fr fram 
3 Copies tor 4.50 Lu 
. i f the Ma- 
4 Copies r = {anne for Sang ae rem 1 
6 Copies for 9.00) s.Fe"omer fist?” “SN 
) ( With bom _* one cony of i 
' " old- 
5 Co 1eS for $8.00 | on eGift,” vor the large “steeleen 
7 Copies for 10.50 | fon acting, up the Club. A. stil 
better offer ! 


For Larger Clubs still Greater Inducements. 
Address, post paid, CHAS. J. PETERSON, 


306 Cugstnut St.,PHILADELPHIA, PENN. 
¢2 Specimens sent gratis, if written for in good faith. 





Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 





The Critic. 


A WEEKLY REVIEW OF 
Literature, The Fine Arts, Science, 
Music, The Drama. 


J. L. & J. B. GILpEr, EDITORS. 


CONTRIBUTORS. 


H. H. Bovzsen, iota Burroughs, F. Marion Crawford, 
Gomme Wm. Curtis, Edward Eggleston, O. B. Frothingham, 
H. H. Furness, Sydney Howa ‘5 Edmund W. Gosse, 
W. E. Griffis E. E. Hale Joel C. Harris, Constance Cary 
Harrison, “* H. H.,” Dr. O. W. ae Ward Howe, 
Donald G. Mitchell, Rev. Dr. R. H. Newton, Prof. Ira 
Remsen, W. J. Rolfe, Dr. Philip Schaff, E. C. Stedman, 
R. H. Stoddard, Prof. W. G. Sumner, Edith M. Thomas, 
Charles Dudiey Warner, Walt Whitman, Prof. W. D. 
Whitney, Prof. C. A. Young. 


PRESS OPINIONS. 


_“ The first literary journal in America. Its specialty 
ts short reviews and many of them.’’—LONDON ACADEMY. 
“ We do not hesitate to call this American periodical 
a model of its kind.” —De PortErevuiL_e (Amsterdam). 
“ Has made itself known in America by the inde- 
pendence and ability of its utterances.”’—NoTES AND 
QueERIEs. 


“ The most carefully edited and keenly critical of the 
literary journals in A merica.’’—ALBANY EXPRESS. 
_“* The most interesting journal of literary criticism ° 
in the country.’’—SpPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN, 

“ Invaluable to every student and lover of literature 
in this country.’’—CuRISTIAN UNION. 

“* There is no other purely literary weekly in Amer- 
ica,—LonvDon ATHENAUM. 


“ That excellent review, Tuk Critic.”—Le Livre 
(Paris.) 





Single copies 10 cents ; $3 a year, in advance. 
Sample copy free for postage. 


The Critic Printing & Publishing Co. 
20 LAFAYETTE PLACE, NEW YORK. 





